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“ Duty stem may bid us sever. 

Tears bedew our parted lot. 

Yet these flowers shall murmur ever— 

Oh forget ! forget-me-not.’* 

Y 

Or seated upon the trunk of an aged tree that the 
furious blast has torn from its bed, and lies fallen 
across the stream, could we not spend hours in 
contemplating the delightful flower which recals 
so many touching recollections, oh yes, 

“ Gem of the rill ! we love to greet 
Thy blossoms trailing at our feet. 

We fancy to thy flowret given 
A semblance of the azure Heaven } 

And deem thine eye of gold to be 
The star that gleams so brilliantly .** 

V 

Often around such a spot it springs luxuriantly 
from the wet sod, and at its feet trails the slender 
and delicate little flower of the Ivy leaved Bell 
flower, ( Campanula liederacece ) displaying its 
beautiful pink blossoms, whilst the Meadow 
Sweet ( Spircea, ulmaria ), is waving its plume of 
cream-coloured blossoms, and filling the air with 
its sweet odour. 
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LILY OF THE VALLEY. 


{Convallaria majalis). 

Class, Hexandria. Order, Monogynia. Nat. Ord., 
Smilacese 

The flower that now demands our attention is a 
general favourite. 

" The Lily of the Vale, whose virgin flower, 
Trembles at every breeze beneath its leafy bower.” 

This exquisite gem, “ the silver mistress of the 
gale,” has something about it so exceedingly lovely 
as to render it uuiversally esteemed; hear the 
words of Hurdis : 


“ * To the curious eye 

A little monitor presents her page 
Of choice instruction, with her snowy bells. 

The Lily of the Vale.— She nor affects 
The public walk, nor gaze of mid-day sun ; 

She to no state or dignity aspires, 

But silent and alone puts on her suit. 

And sheds her lasting perfume, but for which 
We had not known there was a thing so sweet 
Hid in the gloomy shade, so when the blast 
Her sister tribe confounds, and to the earth 
Stoops their high heads, that vainly were exposed. 
She feels it not, but flourishes anew, 

Still sheltered and secure. And so the storm 
That makes the high elm crouch, and rends the oak. 
The humble lily spares.— A thousand blows. 


